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| [Spoken in Dublin by Mr.” 3 E 27. 


EVERE their Taſk, ahh; in this critic Age, A 
0 With freſh Materials firnih out the _ * 5 
Not that our Fathers drain d the comic Store W 
Freſh Characters ſprit vg up as eee g el 
Nature with Novelty does ftill abound: ; TESTS 
On every Side freſh Follies may be found. 

But then the Taſte of every Gueſt to hit, 

To pleaſe at once, the Gall'ry, Box, and pit; = 
Requires at leaſt—no common Share of Wit. 
Thoſe, who adorn the Orb'of higher Life, 
Demand the lively Rake, or modiſn Wife; 3 

Whilſt they, 81 in a lower Circle move, 
Yawn at their Wit, and ſlumber at their 1455 N en 
If light, low Mirth employs the comic oe: 
(duch Mirth as drives from vulgar Minds the Spleen 9 
The Pony Critic damns the <vretched Stuff, T 
And Cries, — 'twill peace the es RIES well enangh,” P 1 


13% 351 
Wt 


Such j jarring Jodgments who can recemeile, 98 
dince F. ops will frown, where humble en 8 7 5 


To daſh the Poet: $ eee 5 7 55 
And quench his Thirſt for univerſal Fame, 

he Grecian Fabuliſt, in moral Lay, 
Has thus addreſs'd the Writer of 50 Day. 5 


Once on a Time a Son = Sire, we're RY 
[The Stripling tender, and the Father old,) 
Purchas'd a Fack-4/s at a Country Fair Fee 
0 eaſe their Limbs, and hawk about their Ware : : i 
. as the ſluggiſh Animal was weak, _ 

* fear d. if 6 if bk ſhould mount, his Back wou 0 . 
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b R OIL. O U E. 
Up ts the Boy; the Father leads the Aſs, 


And N the gazing Crowd attempts: to paſs "a 


od Forth * JO the T hrong, the Fro acl hobble ou, 
| A And il the Cavalcade with feeble Shout. 3 


his the Reſpett to rew rend Age you herb 
Aud this the Duty you to Parents owe? ! 


4 He beats the Hoof, and. you are Jet aſtride; | 
N Sirrah ! get down, and tet Jour Father LIN 


As Grecian Lads were {eldom void of Grace, | ; 


| The decent, duteous Youth 2 n'd his Place. 


Then a freſh Murmur th the Rabble ran; ; 


Boys, Girls, Wives, Widows, all attack the Man. 


& Sure never was brute Beaſt ſo void of Nature ! 
% Hawe you no Pity for the pretty Creature * 
© T9 vour own Bah, can you be unkind ? 


55 3 Her. Sake, Bill, IRE the Child bebind. 2 
Old Dapple next, the Clowns Com! affion claim a; ; 35 


Ji, Wonderment; them Boobies-ber't 1 


Th, « abo at a Tine upon @ poor dumb Baaſi / : 
0 « « They might as well OE I he: at leap.” w. 


The Pair, ful 1 to the partial Voce, tis 
Diſmount and bear the Aſs— Then what a Noiſe! 


Huzzas, loud Laughs, low'Gibe, and bitter — 
From the yet-filent Sire theſe Words provoke; 


Proceed, my Boy, nor heed their farther Call; 


1 — Vain bis 8 88 . e to Peaſe Some all! — 
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ACTI SCENE I 


| Governor Carr, and Ronin. 
Cover nor. A ND he deen me dew Robin? 
FEE Rob. Moſt certain. 
Gow. You have given him no Intima- 


| i tion that his F ortunes might mend 
Nob. Not a diſtant Hint. 


G:v. How did he receive the News? 


Rob. Calmly enough: When I told him that his Hopes : % 
rom Abroad were at an End, that the Friend of his de. 
eaſed Father thought he had done enough in putting 
tin his Power to earn his own Livelihood, he rephed, i 
Twas no more than he had long expected; charged me 
ih his warmeſt Acknowledgments to his conceal'd 
hene factor; thanked me for my Care, ſigh'd and left me. 5 


| Gow And how has he lived fince ? 


der, Sir, to what Temptations you expoſe him. 
Gov. The ſeverer his Trials, the greater his Triumph. 


ft me, 


5 05 Rob. Vou 1 her, Sir. 
18 


Fel ſhare my . ; 7 elſe. 


| M0 ; O R. 


R:b. Poorly, but honeſtly: To his Pen he owes all his 
ubliſtence. I am ſure my Heart bleeds for him: Con- 


all the Fruits of my honeſt Induſtry, the Purchaſe 

f many Perils, be laviſh'd on a lazy luxurious. Booby, 

ſho has no other Merit than being born five-and- -=twenty _ 
ears after me? No, no, Robin; him, and a Profuſion 
Debts were all that the Extravagance of his Mother 5 


Gov, Fondly—nay, fooliſhly, or 1 "ry not 5 
Impell'd me to ſeek for Shelter in another Climate. 
lis true, Fortune has been favourable to my Labours, 

Id when George convinces me that he inherits my Silit, 3 


Reb. 


* 
— — eEn———— —o———_ en Ren — — — 


Sir, but Money; or ſome certain taſhionable Quali 


a of the liberal Arts? 


Subſcription at the Requeſt of a Lady, whoſe Chamber 
maid is acquainted with the Author, may be now and F, 


Apariment! in the next Street, you will ſee. 1 
il 


5 Devil. 


2 ED "The AUTHOR. 


Reb, Confider, Sir, he has not your Opportunitics, 
Gov. Nor had | his Education. 
Reb. As the World goes, the worſt you could han 
given bim. Lack-a- -day Learning; Learning. Sir, is ng 
ommodit for this Market; nothing makes 1 here, 


that you would not wiſh your Son to poſſeſs. _ 
Gow. 3 uſeleſs? Impoſſible— Where are the 
 Oxfords, the Haliſaxes, the great Frotectors and Patron 


Bob. Patron !—The Word has loft its Uſe ; à Guell 


then pick'd up—ProteQors Why I dare believe there! 7 


"more Money faid hur wpen Vington Turnpike i in a Month, 


_ upon all the learned Men 1 in Great-Br main in leven 
_— 
| Gov. And yet the Preſs groans with their Production n 


How do they all exiſt? 


Rob. In Garrets, Sir; as, if you will ſtep to your Son; 


| Gov, But what Apology ſhall we make for the Viſit? 
Noob. That you want the Aid of his Profeſſion; 2 wel 
penn'd Addreſs now, from the Subjects of your late Go- 


vernment, with Jour gracious Reply, to put into the 
N 5 th 


Gov. Aye; is that Part of his Pradice ?—Well wr 


. Bl . on, Robin. 
| Scene ara and 4 laue, Young 0 car PE with the Je Printer ct 


Devil. ö D 
Cape Prothee 80 about thy Buſineſ—Vanifh ry 


Devil. Maſter bid me not come wichbar the Proof; he 
ſan as how there are two other Anſwers ready for the 


\ Prefs, and if yours don't come out a Saturday twon't pay 
for the Paper; but you are always ſo lazy: I have more WM 
Plague with you—'There's Mr. Guzz/e, the Tranſlator, Wy 
never keeps me a Minute unleſs the Poor Gentleman 
happens to be fuddled. 


4 


Cage. Why, you licele 6othy, fniv'ling; diabolical 1117 90 


: Py is it not x ſuſficient to be 28 with. the e Srupidiy of MW; 


Bones Four 


Impertinence ? 
Devil. Impertitience- Marry, come up, 1 keep as 

good Company as CT Worſhip every Day in the Year— 

There's Maſter 

it beneath him to take Part of a Pot of Porter with me, 
tho” he has wrote two Volumes of Lives i in Quarto, | and 
has a Folio a coming out in Numbers. 


ye 
d N09 
Ele, 
ities 


the 


en Cape. Hark y', Sirrah, if you don't quit the Room this 

„„ bactant, III ſhew you a ſhorter way into the Street than 
nei we Stairs. 
bet: Devil. I mall ſave you the Trouble—Give me the 
aa French Book that you. took the Story from for che laſt 
ere Journal. 
nth Cape. Take it sd it at gin. 
en Devil. What, d'ye think i it belongs to the Circulating 5 
„„ brary, or that it is one of your own Performances, 
1015 chat you— 

4 Cape. Vou fhall babe 2 las er Exit Devil.) 'Sdeath 5 
Song apretty Situation I am in! And are theſe the Fruits 1 am 
"oy to ws from a long, laborious and N | 
well | | Re-emter „„in 5 
G0- Devil, 1 had like to have forgot, here's your r Week"! 8 


the bey for the News-paper, five and five-pence, which with 


lead 
Cape. Lay it on the Table. 


nters$ 


dear M.. eee um, the Gentleman's at Home. 


f; N Enter Poe. 8 

1 1 Fo Yiu Name I preſume is Cape. 

Mat Fad You bave hit it, Sir. | 
fg 1 Sir, I beg Pardon; 3 are. Food, a Gentleman that 
leman „ 


Cape. Sometimes. 


ity. of Wn 
ut af lee by their N 


N. A U TH ON ' 'F.5 
our abſurd Maſter, but I muſt be Peter d with your 


ch, in Little-Britain, does not think | 


mt 4 


—— — . — — — 
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the two-and- a· penny, Maſter paſs'd his Word for to Mrs. 
ld; your Waſherwoman, makes the ret half Crowns. 5 


3 ——ů— 


Devil. Here's a Man on the Stairs wants you ; by as. 
dheepiſhneſs of bis Looks, and the Shabbineſs of his 
Dreſs, he's either a Pick-pocket, or Poet—Here, walk i =; 5 


[Surveys the Fi gure, and exit : 


pu Feet, Why, Sir, 5 Ko in 2 Word i is "I 1 like | 
b. Jou, have long been a Retainer of the Muſes, as you : 


| Ba Ks Cape 
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Cape. They have not diſcarded you, I hope. 

Poet, No, Sir, but their upper Servants, the Book. 
| ſellers, have.—1 printed a Collection of Jeſts: upon my 
| own Account, and they have ever fince reſuſed to employ 
me; you, Sir, I hear are in their Graces : Now IU hae 
brought you, Sir, three Imitations of Juvenal in Proſe; 
_ Tully's Oration for Milo, in blank Verſe; two Eſſays on 
the Britiſb Herring Fiſhery, with a large Collection of 
Rebuſſes; which 11 you will diſpoſe of to them, in your 

own Name, we'll divide the Profits. EET -. 
Cape. lam really, Sir, ſorry for your Diſtreſs, but! 
have a larger Cargo of my own manufacturing than they 


"ule {0 mage, on ov bt doc! 
Poet. That's Pity ; you have nothing in the compiling 
or Index Way, that you wou'd intruſt to the Caic d 
NEE DEI COTE EE III 
, ie ig ifs 
Poet. Tl do it at half Price. 5 
Cape. I am concern'd it is not in my Power at preſent 
to be uſeful to you; but if this Trifle . 
Peet. Sir, your Servant. Shall 1 leave you any of m) 
JJC DG LE LE OCs 
Poet. An Eſſay, or an Ode? 
EEE N 
Poet. Your very obedient [Exit Poet 
Cape. Poor Fellow ! and how far am I removed iron 
his Condition? Virgil had his Polliv ; Horace his Me 
cænas; Martial his Pliny: My ProteQors are T7 
the Publiſher; Vamp, the Bookſeller ; and Index, tit 
Printer. A moſt noble Triumvirate; and the Raſcas 
are as proſcriptive and arbitrary, as the famous Rana 


: * 


one, into the Bargain. 
Fu srsichrür. 


SP tri. What! in Soliloquy, George ? Reciting ſome" 
the Pleaſantries, I ſuppoſe, in your new Piece. 
Cats. My Diſpoſition has, at preſent, very little of tix 
JJ SO BT I Load bak ol” ts Con 
"ed; .. ÜAv)“)I ß,... —»f 
Cae. Survey that Maſs of Wealth upon the Table 
all my own, and earn'd in little more than a Weck. 
Spri. Why, tis an inexhauſtible Sine Co 


* ; - 


8 


ne AUTHOR.. Lf 


ok. Cape. Ay, and delivered to me, too, with all the ſoft 


ny Civil of Billinggate, by a Printer's Prime * 


loy i call'd a Devil. 


me $pr7. I met the Imp upon the Stairs 3 but 1 thought 5 


„e; bee Midwives to the Muſes were the Idolizers of you, 
don their favourite Sons. 


Cape. Our T) 9 Had I indeed a poſthu- 


E civil en 


0 
Sri. Why Jon? t you publiſh your own Works? 


too tedious at preſent. 


ome other Object? 
Cape. That Subject was employing my Thoughts, 
Sri. How have you reſolved ? 


the Quill, and welcome the Muſker. 8 
1 fron Wi $pri. Heroically determined But à projor—bow Te” 
is Me proceeds our honourable Paſſion? 85 
1/058 Cate. But flowly—l believe 1 have a Friend in her 
x, (i Wlcart, but a moſt potent Enemy in her Head: You 
RalcWnow, 1 am poor, and ſhe is prudent. With regard to 
RenaviWher Fortune too, I believe her Brother's Conſent efſen- 


ed with him. 


iel 8 that will make no contemptible Figure in it. 
Cape. His Siſter gave me a Sketch ot him laſt Summer. 


ties ons infinite Labour and high F wiſhing... 
oe, Give me the Out-lines. 


W ; Folly and * At the ſame Time 


mous Piece of Infidelity, or an amorous Novel, deco- 
trated with * Copper plates, che Slaves would od 'F 


Cape. What! and paper my Room with 'em ? Ks no, „ 
chat will never do; there are Secrets in all Trades; 
jour's is one great Myſtery, but the Explanation wou d be 


Sri. Then why don't you divert your Actention „ 


| Cape. I have, I think, at preſent, two Strings to my 
Bow; if my Comedy ſucceeds, it will buy me a Come 
Imilſion ; if my Miſtreſs, my Laura, proves kind, Tam 
ſſeitled for Lite ; but if both my Cords Inaps adieu to 


tially neceſſary—But you . to make me acquaigt- NS 
Sri. I expect him here every Inſtant. He may, a 


zorge, be uleful to you in more than one Capacity; if 
your Comedy is not crouded, he is a Character, I can 


Sri. A Sketch can never convey him. His Peculiari- | 


pri. He is a Compound of Contrarieties; 3 Pride _ 


Rr I) n 


— 


* 
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and whimſical; the 


— : 
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that be wou'd take the Wall of a Prince of the Blood, ke Wrote 
wou d not ſcruple eating a fry d Sauſage at the Menus long, 
Sate. "There is a Minuteneſs, now and then, in tou a 
| Deſcriptions ; and ſome whimſical, unaccountable Tun S 
in his Converſation, that are entertaining enough: Bu V. 
the Extravagance and Oddity of his Manner, "and the {Wwant 


Boaſt of his Birth, compleat his Character. 9 
Cape. But how will a Perſon of his Pride and Ped Pa 
_ pres, reliſſ the Humility of this Apartment? Syn 


Spri. Oh, he's prepar d Vou are, George, tho prodi- Va 
giouſſy learn d and in enious, an abſtracted Being, oidMold 7; 
Sale with all you great Genius? if he 

You love the ſnug, the Chimney-corner | of Life; andMFittex 
retire to this obſcure Nook, Ade to avoid che Import {quea 
nity of the Great. and h 
Cape. Your Servant—But what Attraction can a Cha- Tri 


racter of this kind have for Mr. Cadwwallader ® S. 


row; '3 5.06 _— 1355 the laſt e for all tua 


Spri. Infinite! next to a Peer, he honours a Poet: Ya 
And modeſtly imputes his not making a Figure in theWerop? 
learned World himſelf to the Neglect of his Education—WWorl 
Huſh ! he's on the Stairs—on with your Cap, and open Merc 


e Book. Remember great Dignity and Abſence. Ser 
>; RP vine, your 

Cape. Oh, no; tis Mr. Vamp: Your Commands Va 
good Ree: 5; Buſin 


Vamp. Ihave Word, Maſter Cape, for your privatel Ear, me w 
Cape. You may communicate ; this Gentleman is ou c 


"Pri . Ca, 
Vamp. An Author? 33% J! 
7 . er Od a ls Lape 
. Famp. In what 2 TOs =. : 125 J 
Cape. Univerſal. 4 CY RL. - ye 


Vamp. Bleſs me! he's very young, and Exceeding bull * 
well rigg' d; what, a good Subſcription, I reckon. 
Cape. Not a lieg feen Leyden ; an admirable Theo- 
legiſt ! he ſtudy'd it in Germany; if you ſhould want 
| ſuch a Thing now, as ten or a dozen manuſcript Sermons, 
by a deceas'd Clergyman, I believe 221 can e you. Dryde 
Vamp. No! wink 
Cape. Warranted Originals, SHO Jas a 
Vamp. No, no, I don't deal in TOY "A Wir | 


Wie 


2 


N. AUTHOR 12 


tote by. a Methodiſt; but U believe, Sir, if they ben't | 
ong, and have a good. Pp of Latin in em, can el Ih 


ou a Chap. 
Sri. For what, Sir? „ 
Vamp. The Manuscript 3 you] ed wrote, and IE 
want to diſpoſe of. | it 
$þri. Sermons that ] have wrote? : 
Vamp. Ay, ay ; Maſter Cape has been ths me 
Seri. He has; I am mightily oblig d to him. 
Vamp. Nay, nay, don't be àſtaid; I'll keep Council 4 


old Vamp had not kept a Shop ſo long at the 7 wc Tote 
ear” - . 
Fifteen, when 1 was in the treaſonable Wa; 7. never 
lqueak'd ; I never gave up but one Author in my Life, 
and he was dying of a Conrurnptions t b it never came to 


if he did not know how to. be ſecret; why, in the 


a Trial. 1 
Spri. Indeed! 


Vamp. Never look here obe 1 Side 9 bis Head, | 
crop'd cloſe !—bare as a Board !—and for nothing i in the 
World but an innocent Book of Bawdy, as I hope lor | 


Mercy: Oh! the Laws are very hard, very ſevere upon us. 


$pri, You have given me, Sir, fo poſitive a Proof of 7 
your Secrecy that you may rely upon my Communication. 
Vamp. You will be fafe—but gadſo, we muft mind 


Buſineſs, tho'; here, Maſter Cape, you muſt provide 


ne with three taking Titles for theſe Pamphlets, and . 
you can think of a pat Latin Motto tor the largeſt— Bu, 


| Cape. They ſhall be done. 


Vamp. Do 19, do ſo. Books are like Wonne Maſter 5 
Cape; to ſtrike, they muſt be well dreſs'd; fine Feathers 
make fine Birds; a good Paper, an rh, 0 Type, a hand- 
ome Motto, and a catching Title, has drove many a 
lull Treatiſe thro! three Editions id you know Harry E 


andy? 
Sri. Not that tecollect. 


| Vamp. He was a pretty Fellow; de bad his n * 
quem, as they ſay ; he wou'd have turn'd you a Fable of 
Priden's, or an Epiſtle of Pope's into Latin Verſe in a 
vinkling; ; except Peter Haſty the Voyage- writer, he 
us as great a Loſs to the Trade as any within my . 


vory. 


hs) What carry' him off & 


E * of „ , ks 8 
* p * 1 
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| of his Friends in his laß Moments : He was a prety 


Ec. Vamp. 1 leave that to him; Maſter Cape knows what 


| and do very well at Tunbridge, Briflol, and the other wa- 
” tering Places: No bad Commodity for the Weft-India 


| your Journal? _ 


Y - "Time, I have a Grandſon of my own that will come in; 


| for three Months to underſtand Trade and the Funds; I * 
| and then I'll ſtart him-—no, no, you have enough on 


2 The AUTH O , . 
Vamp. A Halter; hang'd for clipping and coininy, 
Maſter Cape; I thought there was fometbing the Matte 
by his not coming to our Shop for a Month or two: He 

was a pretty Fellow! _ ö 


Caf, 
r Bu 
0 th 
ours 


Spri. Were you a great Loſer by his Death) ke 


Vamp. I can't ſay; —as he had taken to another 
_ Courſe of Living, his Execution made a Noiſe ; it fold 
me ſeven Hundred of his Tranſlations, beſides his 1:8 
dying Speech and Confeſſion; 1 got it; he was mindfi 


our | 


Bo ß — 
Case. You have no farther Commands, Mr. Vanp? 
Damp. Not at preſent ; about the Spring I'll deal with 
you, if we can agree for a Couple of Volumes in Octato 
e 05S, 


will do, tho' Noyels are a pretty light Summer reading, 


Trade neither; let em be Novels, Maſter Cape. 
| + Cape. Lou ſhall be certainly ſupply cg. 
Viamb. I doubt not; pray ow does Index £0 on with 


, 
* 


Cafe. He does not complan. 
Vamp. Ah, I knew the Time—but you have over- © 
ſtock'd, the Market, 7 itlepage and 1 had once lik'd to & 


have engag'd in a Paper. e had got a young Cantal ©: 

= for he Eye a pretty Hiſtorian from Aberdeen; and 2 
an Attorney's Clerk for the true Intelligence; but | ſopp] 
don't know how, it dropt for Want of a Poiitician” MI © 
©, Cape. It in that Capacity I can be of any— _ Ge 


Vamp. No, thank you, Maſter Cape; in half a Year's % 


| 5 he's now in training as a Waiter at the Cocoa- Tree Cot- * 
füiee-houſe; I intend giving him the Run of Jenatbaus Wl © 


your Hands; ſtick 10 your Buſineſs ; and dye hear, i ty 


| "ware clipping and coining ; remember Harry Hand); be lied 


was a pretty Fellow ! V Exit. 
Spri. And I am ſure thou art a moſt extraordinat) 
Fellow ! But pr'ythee, George, what could provoke M 
| thee to make me a Writer of Sermons? Cate. 


7” We AUTHOR 9 


Cate. You ſeem'd deſirous of being acquainted win 
r Buſineſs, and ] knew old Vamp wou'd let you more 
to the err i in hve Minutes, than I cou'd in as many 
urs. = [Knocking belexw, loud. 
pri. Cape, to your Poſt; here they are e faith, a 
-ach-ful ! Let's fee, Mr. and Mrs. CO and | 
Our Flame, ee. 
| [Cadwallader avithout.] 
| Pray, | the Bye, han't you a Poet above! > 
4 ithout.] Higher up. 
Cad. Egad, 1 wonder what makes your Poets have 
ſuch an Averſion to middle Floor—they are always to 
e found in Extremities ; in Garrets, or Cellarr— , 
Enter Mr. and Mrs. CapwALLaDER and ARADELLA, | 
Cad. Ah! Sprighthy ! 7 
| Spri. Huſh ! 5 
Cad. Hey, what's the Matter? . thay 
$pri. Hard at it; untvilling, ſome know Point; to- 
tally abſorb'd! 5 | 
Cad. Cadſo! what, that's he! Beck, Bell, there he 1 
s, egad, as great a Poet, and a8 ingenious a— what > he... 
about? Hebrew & 
Sri. Weaving the whole Enid into a eh 3 
have been here, this half Hour, but he has, not x mark 'd | 
me yet. | us 
Cad. Cou'd not I take a Peep 1131533 
Seri. An Earthquake . not rouze him. 
Cad. He ſeems in a damn'd Paſſion. 5 
d. Cee. The Belt of Pallas ! nor Preyers, nor Tears, nor 13 85 
| lopplicating Gods ſhall ſaye thee now. | | | 
Cad. Hey! Zounds, what the Devil? Who ? ities 
| Cape. — Pallas ! te boc _wulnere, Pallas immo- 1 
lat, & pa nam ſeeler ato ex ſanguine Jumit.._ CP = 20 
Cad 4. Damn your Palace; I wiſh I was well out . 
your Garret. 0 
Cape. Sir, I bey $ ten nents 3 Ladies, your 5 
moſt devoted. You will excuſe me, Sir: But being juſt 
on the Cataſtrophe of my Tragedy, I am afraid the 
e Furor may have betray d me into ſome Indecency. 
ri, Oh, Mr. Cadwallader is too great a Genius 
inlelf, dot to allow for theſe mie perde Sallies of a 48 
Fant (Imagination. F 1 
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Cad. Genius! Took ye here, Mr. What's-your-nan? 
Cape. e TT . 
Cad. Cape True; tho' by the Bye here, hey ! Yo 
Aue deviliſn high; but 7 you may chuſe th 
Exerciſe, hey ! Sprighth! Genius! Look'e here, . 
Cape, I had as pretty natural Parts, as fine Talents \-- 
but between you and I, T had a damn'd Fool'of a Guy. 
dian, an ignorant, illiterate, ecod—he cou'd as ſoon pay 
the national Debt as write his own Name, and fo wx 
BE reſoly'd to make his Ward no wiſer than himſelf, I think 
pri. O! fye, Mr. Cadwallader, you don't do you-W 
CTC 


— — —— — —vu— — — 


Cape. Indeed, Sir, we muſt contradict you, we cant 
| ſuffer this Defamation. I have more than once hcaid 
Mr. Cadwallader's literary Acquiſitions loudly talk d of 
| Cad. Have you ?—no, no, it can't be, hey ! tho'let me 
tell you, Jaſt Winnter, before Thad the Meaſles, I cou'd have 
made as good a Speech upon any Subject in LDalian, Frent, 
| _ German--but I am all unhing'd ; all--Oh! Lord, Mr. Caps, 
| this is Becky; my dear Beck», Child, this is a great Poet— 
ah, but ſhe does not know what that is—a little foolih 
or fo, but of a very good Family—here, Becky, Child 
| Won't yonaſk Mr. Cape to come and ſee ou?) 
Mrs. Cad. As Dicky ſays, I ſhall be glad to ſee you at 
0 ED 5 
Cape. I have too great a Regard for my own Happi- 
| - neſs, Ma'am, to miſs fo certain an Opportunity of crez 
/ what? SE 
Case. My Inclinations, as well as my Duty, I fay, 
| will compel me to obey your kind Injunctions. 
_ © Mrs. Cad. What does he ſay, our Bell? 


Arab. Oh, that he can have no greater Pleaſure than 
7 ER 
| __ Mrs. Cad. I'm ſure that's more his Goodneſs, than m 
| Defert ; but when you ben't better engag'd we ſhou'd be 
'  gladof your Company of an Evening to make one with 
dur Dichy, Siſter Bell, and I, at Whiſk and Swabbers. 
Cad. Hoy, ecod, do, Cape, come and look at her 
Grotto and Shells and ſee what ſhe has got—well, he! 
come, Beck; —ecod do, and ſhe'll come to the third N gi! 
of your Tragedy, hey! won't you, Beck / —ien be l 


= - 
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e Girl 2 _ you; humour her a little, do ;—hey, 
ek; he ſays you are as fine a Woman as ever he—ecod 
ho. knows but he may make a Copy of Verſes on you * 
there, go, and have a little Chat with her, talk an | 
nlenſe to her, no Matter what; ſhe's a damn'd Fool, | 
yd won't know the Difference—there, go, Beck— Well, 
prightly, hey! what are you and Bel like to come toge- 
ber? Oh, ecod, they tell me, Mr. Sprighrly, that you 
ave frequently Lords and Viſcounts and Earls, that take 
Dinner with you; now I ſhou'd look upon it as a very 
articular Favour, if you an invite me at the lame 
Time, hey! will you? 
8 Spri, You may depend c nn AY 
Cad. Will you? Gad, that's kind'; for 3 vou | 
Ind I, Mr. Spriehrh, I am of as ancient a Family as 
be beſt of them, and People of Faſhion ſhou'd know | one 
other, you know. ; 
| Spri. By all manner of Means. „ 
Cad. Hey ! ſhould not they ſo? When you [ave any . 


ember of Parliament, I ſhou'd take it as a Favour. 
{ Spri. You will do them Honour; they muſt all bard be 2 5 
dead of the Antiquity of your Houſe. = 
Cad. Antiquity! hey! Beck, where's my Nen ©: N 
Mrs. Cad. Why at Home, lock d up in the Butler's _ 
fantr oy 
| Cad. In the Pantry ! | What the Devil, how often have 
bid you never to come out without it? . 
Mrs. Cad. Lord! What ſignifies carrying ſuch ty 
ay, bnb'ring Thing about? 5 
. Signifies ! you are a Fool. Beck, why bm 


Veccdencs; bow eine Devil shall we be able to fetdle n! | 
ut you ſhall ſee it at Home. Oh, Becky, come hither, we 
bill reſer our Diſpute to»  [Theygo apart. 
| Arab, Well, Sir, your Friend has Mow Yi 


e acquainted with my +. but what Uſe you | 


* Cape, The Pleaſure of « a more e frequent Admiſion nw 
[git 44. That all? 


| "Us: knows: but a ana wars with Mr. | 


Lord, or Baron, nay egad, if it be but a Baronet, ora of 


e ould ave any Diſps ates when we are Abroad, about 


you 1 


Cad- 75 7 


— — — —— ei, tn 4 — 7 
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Cadwallader may in Time incline him to favour m 


Hopes? 
ay 12H A ſandy Feen“ Cou'd be bes prevail! 


upon to forgive your Want of Fortune; the Obſcurity, 
or at leaſt Wee of your Birth, will pers an un. 
; ſurmountable Bar. 


Cad. Hold, hold, hold, Beck; 0 l you are ſo— 
Spri. Well, but hear him out, Ma'ams 
. Conſider we have but an Inſtant. Wan Project 


5/8 Whit Advice? 


. Arab. O fyel Yau; would Fe i . to receive dir. 
cour from a weak Woman! Poetry is your Profeſſion, 


5 you know; fo that Plots, Contrivances, and all the 


Powers of Imagination, are more peculiarly . Frovince 
Cape. Is this a Seaſon to rally? _ 
Cad. Hold, hold, hold; aſk Mr. Cape. 
Arab. To be ſerious then; if you have any Point to 
ain with my Brother, N Application mult be made to 
is better Part. 
Cape... andcrſiand. you ; plough wich the Heifer, 


© fHrab:, A delicate Alluſion, on my Word; but take? 
this Hint —Among(t her Hara W N or rather 
Adoration, is the principal. „„ oF tu. 


Cape. Oh! that is her Poible ? 110 | 
Arab. One of them; againſt that Fort you muſt & plu 


2 your Batteries—But 8 they are. 


Mrs. Cad. I tell you, you are a nonſenſe Man. ond! 


Won't agree to any ſuch Thing: Why what ſignifies 8 
Parliament Man? you wake ſuch a Rout indeed. 


Cad. Hold, Becky, my Dear, don't be in a Paſſion 


now, hold; Jet us reaſon the Thing a little, my Pe ˖ 


Mis. Cad. I tell you 1 won't; what's the Me 


Oa fe? J wont tcaſon, 1 hate Reaſou, and io there 4 
End on t. | | 

6” 4 W hy then you are obſiſants ecod, whrverſe, hey! 
But my Dcar, now, Becky, that's a good Girl: Hey! 

come, hold, hold—Egad, we'll refer it to Mr. Cape. 


Irs. Cad. Deer it to who you will 1 will lignify 


nothing. 


Cape. Bleſs me, e "tht Matter, Madam ? Sure 


Mr. anale, you muſt have been to blame ; no in- 
conſiderate Matter cou'd have ruffled the natural Softnek 
of at, tender and delicate Mind. . Arad 


| f 


* 


Day. 


ſtop her Mouth, hold, hold; 


The 
Arab. Prett 
Mrs. Cad. 


to ſend our little Dach to School, and _ him a Par- 
| liament Man. | 


AUTHO R. 1g 
well commenced. _ 
y he's always a Fool, I think ; hy wants 


Cape. How old i is Maſter, Ma „ 
Mrs. Cad. Three Years and OOO). come re Lady- 


Cape. The Invention. is rather early. - 


Cad. Hey ! early, hold, hold ; but Becky mittakes the : 
Thing, egad I'll tell you the whole Affair. 


you had. - 
Cad. Nay, prythee, my Dear; Mr. Sori bely, do, 
the Matter, Mir Cape, 
Have you ever ſeen my b Abd POS 
Cape. Never. 


Cad. No? Hold, hold, egad he's a fine, a ſenſible 
Child; I tell Becky he's like her, to keep her in Hu- 


is this. 


mour; but between you and I he has more Senſe already, 
| than all her Familiy put together. 


He's a Neves Child! Now, | | 


Hey ! Becky ! is not 
Dicky the Picture of you | 
Mr. Cape, you muſt know, I want to put little Dicky to 
School; 
the great Uſe of a School is, hey! egad, for Children 
to make Acquaintances, that may hereafter be uſeful to 
them: For between you and J, as to what they learn 
there, does not ſignify T'wo-pence. 
Cape. Not a Farthing. | Ig 
Cad. Does it, hey ? Now this is our OED whether 
poor little Dicky, he's a ſweet Boy, ſhall go to Mr, 
We-Genius's at Edgware, and make an Acquaintance 


wth my young Lord Kuap, the eldeſt. Son of the Earl of 
exe, or to Docter 77. eli teber s al Burn. to fofm a 


eee 75 with Young 
Child. 


Cape. And for which Joes the Lady ee 1 

Cad. Why I have told her the Caſe; ſays I, Becks; 1 
my Dear ; who knows, if Dicky goes to Que. Genius a 
but my Lord Knap may take ſuch a F ancy to him, that 
upon the Death of his Father, and he comes to be Ear! 


of Frize, he may make poor little Dich a M b 
if Hey! — WED Yn PLE 
res Mr. 


oo” the rich Broker's vu” 


Mrs. Cad. You had better hold your Chattering, ſo 3 


now between—hey ! you, hold, you, hold, 


Mrs. Cad. avg then if Dicks goes to © ul: ele 
who can tell but young 8/746, when he comes to hi; 
Fortune, may lend him Money if he wants it? 
Cad And if he does not want it, he won't take after 
his Father, hey | Well, what's your: Opinion, Matter 
Cape? 

Cape. Why Sie; I can't but join with the Lady, Mo. 
ney is the main Article ; it is that that makes the Mare 
to g. 

"Cad. Hey ! exad, 400 the Aldermes too, you ; 10 
Diciy may be a Member, and a Fig for my Lord: V ell. 
__— be quiet, he ſhall ſtick to the Stocks. 

Mrs. Cad. Ay, let'n; | was ſure as how I was rigbt 

Cad. Well, huſh, Becky. Mr Ge, will you eat a : Bit 
with us to- day, hey! will you? 

Cape. Vou command me. 
Cad. That's kind; why then Becky ind: Bell hall ql «Þ 
be order thee Cook to toſs up alittle, vice—Hey! ! will 
von, Becky ?\ Do, and [Il bring Cape. 

Mrs. Cad. Ay, with all my Heart. Well, Mr. 77740 


"© ye-call-um, the Poet; 3 ecod the Man 8 well enoug 1— 


our Servant... ;; 
Cape. Jam a ite t too Sa. in \ Diſhabille, to off 
your Ladyſhip my Hand to your Coach. 


Cad. Pſhaw! never mind, I'll do it—Here you have | 


Company coming. 
e Mr. and Mrs. Cad. * Arab, 
Enter GovERNOR and Ronix. 
Cape. Ah, Maſter Robin? 
Rob. Why, you have a great Lerce this Morning. Sir 
Cape. Ay Robin, there's no deni extraordin ary 
1 


Rs Rob. True, Sir; and thi F nerd of mine begs to i 
* the Benet of them. 


Cate. Any Friend of your's 8. Dat how an 1 be 


viceable to him? 
Rob. Why, Sir, he is c lately return 4 from a profitable 


zovernment; and, as you know the unſatisfied Mind 


. * Man, no ſooner i is one Object pollels'd, but another 


ſtarts up to—- 
1 og A Truce to 33 dear Robin, to the 


Matter ; lama little . i 
WL 


F m 


ble 
nd 


ner 


the 
hs 
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Reb. In a Word then, this Gentleman, having a good 


J-al of Wealth, is defirings of a little Honour. 


| Cape. How can | confer it ? 
Rib. Your Pen may. 
| Cape. I don't underſtand you. , 5 
Rob. Why touch him up a handſome mlt Bs 
Addreſs from his Colony, by way of praiſing the Pru- 
fence of his Adminiſtration, his ane e Bene- 
lence, and — - 
| Cape. l am ſorry. tis impoſlible for me now to 'mil- 
nderſtand you. The Obligations I owe. you, Robin, 
othing can cancel; otherwiſe, this wou'd prove our 
it Interview.—Your F riend, Sir, has been a little miſ- 
iken, in recommending me as a Perſon fit for your 


Purpoſe. Letters have been always my Paſſion, and 


ndeed are now my Profeſſion ; but tho' I am the Ser- 
= of the Public, I am not the Proſtitute of Particu- 
As my Pen has never been ting'd with Gall, to 
7 popular Reſentment, or private Pique, fo it ſhall 
cver ſacrifice its Integrity to flatter Pride, impoſe Falſ- | 
ood, or palliate Guilt. Your Merit may be great, but 


et choſe, Sir, be the Heralds of your V/ 'orth, who are 5 


tetter acquainted with it 
| Gov. Young Man, 1 like your Principles ao spirit; "36 
our manly Refuſal gives me more Pleaſure, than any 
onours your Papers cou d have procured me. 
Sri. Now this Buſineſs is diſpatch'd, let us return to : 
ur own Aﬀairs—You Cine at t Caduallader's "FF 
Cape, 1 do. 
Sri, Wou'd it not be convenient to 700, 10 | have him 
ut of the Way? | 
Cape. Extremely. 1 | 
Ws I vave a Project, that I think will prevail. 
e wh wt Kir. 4 1 
- Borderivg upon the Tramarte, ; but the Time i is = 
ng, I ſhall be at a loſs to procure Performers. 


3 Klin is a fre; Card—A Principal may ea- 


be met with, but where the Duce can I get an In- 
preter?D? 
kb. Offer d Sir; it will give you an Oppor- | 
1 0 of more ae falke en the Conduct of your 


b. 
| if BY 1 Gov. 


: 5 ſuit with my Character and Time of Life, yet from: 
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Gov. Tree. Sir, tho' a Scheme of this Sort may il 


Private Intereſt I take in that l 8 Affairs, i 
: the Means are honourable | 
__ S$przi, Innocent upon my Credit. 
Gow, Why then, Sir, I have no Obe dien, if you 
thick me 4 to the Taſk——_ 
_ $pri. Moſt happily fitted for it. I mould not har 4 
; taken the Liberty—But huſh! He's return'd. - Di 
a Enter CaDWALLADER. ufc 
Spri. My dear Friend ! the leckief Circumſtance! 
Cad. Hey! how? Stay, — 45 4 


Spri. You ſee that Gentleman! 3 With: 
Cad. Well, hey! NEG. 8 
Spri. Do you know who he is 4 N „ 

Cad. Not I. 5 80 
Hiri. He is Interproter to Prince Potowerufhy. "_— 
Cad. Wiwfty ? Who the Devil is he? dr. 


Spri. Why the Tartarian Prince, that's come ore | 
Ambaſſador from the Cham of the Calmucks, 3. 0" 

Cad. Indeed! 1 

FP ßdri. His Highneſs has juſt ſent me.an \ Thvitation an 
dine with him; now every body that dines with a 7% 
 tarian Lord, has a Right to carry with him what tha 

' Latins call' d his Unmbra ; in 1 e it is . A 


nouſty. 


Cad. Jablanoiſiy ! well? © yc 

| $pri. Now if you will go in that Capacity, 1 ſhall | Wn 

glad of the Honour, uf 
Cad. Hey! Why, wou d you carry me : to dine. wit G 
his Royal Highneſs Tor T0 T2 cc 


pri, With Pleaſure, | | | a} 

Cad. My dear Friend, 1 all take it as the ea b. 

5 133 the greatelt © all ey er be ab 
to return to it. ES $7, 3 

-  $pri. Don't mention 1 

Cad. Hey! but hold, hold, ng the Devil malt 19 
Eh of with the Poet * You know 1 have aſk'd him to Di 


x mn Sher. Oh, "the Occafion will be Apology ſufficient C: 
15 le, there will be the Ladies to receive him. 
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| Cad My dear Mr. Cape. beg ten thouſand Pardons, 
ay but kere your Friend is invited to Dinner with Frince— 50 


om hat the Devil is his Name! ö 
irs, I Sþri. Potonuonr/) y. LY 


AE True; now, Sir, ecod he has bork ſo kind as to 


| offer, to carry me to his TINT wou'd TOR be ſo 
you good to excuſe PRs 
Cape. By all means; not a Word, I beg. 


bay Cad. That is excceding kind; I'll come to you after 
Dinner; hey! ſtay, but is there any ds e to be 


uſed with his Highneſs ? 
e 8-7. You dive upon Carpets, roſs. legg'd! 
Cad. Hey ! hold, hold, croſs- legg'd | Zounds ! 
that's odd, well, well, you ſhall teach me. 
Shri. And his Highneſs is particularly pleaſed with 
thoſe amongſt his Cdeſis chat do Honour to his N 
Soup. 


| dreſs ? 
ove Seri. No, eie 8 no Occaſion for it. 


Cad. Dear Friend, forgive me; 0 mond ks 2 
me from you, but being a Hobblin Iii Well, Ill 8⁰ 5 


on ! and Nadz to bt croſs legg'd, til you call me. 
- Oprz. Do ſo. 


Accident! . 


your Enterprize? 


Gentleman ſhall talk a little Gibberiſh with him. III 


have allig ned ? A 


2" Gov, As it from to ) be but : barmleſs Piece of Math, T 


(have no Objection. 
Spri. Well then, let us about it; come, sir 
1 Mr. Sprightly ! „ 
Spri. What's the Matter ? 
Cape. Wou'd it not be right to be alittle ſpruce, 0 
little ſmart upon this Occaſion ? . 


ad. Oh ! let me alone for chat but mould not 1 : 


Cad. His Highneſs Petecernfly ' Thi is the luckieſt : 
Cape. Hah! ba! ha! but ho will you conduct 


Spri. We'll carry him to your Friend Robins; ; dreſs 
up one of the under Actors in a ridiculous Habit; this 


60 gee a Soup of ſame nauſeous Ingredients ; ; let me 
ne to manage. But do vou ch ale, Sir, the Part e 


Seri. No Wat 3 dress, dreſs, Man „ no Time is to 
8 A . 


— 


| the two 
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Cope. Well, but Fack, I cannot ſay that at preſent 1- 
- Spri. Pr ythee explain. What would you ſay? _ 
Cape. Why then, I cannot lay, that f have any other 
Garments at Home. 
Spri. Oh, 1 underſtand you, | 1s that all? Here, here, 
take my— 
Cape, Dear Sprightly, I am Galt aſhamed, and "Io 
pri. That's not ſo obliging, George; what, ſorry 10 
Ty Fr me the greateſt Pleafare that—But I have no time 
for Speeches; I muſt run to get ready my ed Come, 
Gentlemen. 
Rob. Did you obſerve, Sir ; 
So. Moſt feelingly ! But it will ſoon be over. 
| Rob. Courage, Sir; Times perhaps may . 
Cape A poor Proſpect, Robin ! But this Scheme of 
Life atleaſt muſt be changed ; for what Spirit, with the 
leaſt Spark of Generoſity, can ſupport a Lite of eternal 
Obligation, and diſagreeable Drudgery ? Inclination not 
wh Confulted, Genius cramp'd, and Talents miſapply'd. 
| | What Proſpect have thoſe Authors to be read, 
\ FOE Gai y Hor earn n their dos: Bread ? 
e Onne: 


= 


w—- 


— _— it ub 8 3 * K _—_— . by —— 


ACT u. SCENE I 
N CPR and Mrs. CADwALLADER at Cards. 


| Utes Cad. OU want four, and I two, and myo 
Deal: Now, Knave n Fran 
de Trumps. N y 4 

a Ti C 


1 Cad. To ou ſtock. en 5 N 
Cape. Go on, if vou pleaſe, Madam: Se - 
Mrs. Cad. Hearts again—One, two, three ; *. e | 
1 they won't ip, three. Diane If 
ve you higher than the Queen ** * 
Cape. 7554 Madam. C 
Mrs. Cad. Then there's higheſt—and_ loweſt, by l 
Goſh. Games are even; you are to deal. id 
Cape. Plhaw, hang Cards; there are other Amuſe: 


maments better ſuited to a tte a * than *. 0 four 


Kees can afford us. 
_ Mrs, 


CT” ———2—.ꝗ ,. 
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Mrs. Cad. What Paftimes be they ?—We hin t enough 
or Hunt the Whiſtle, nor Blind-Man's Buff: but ll! 


all our Bell, and Robin the Butler. Dicky will be here 
m Bye. 


chere the Preſence of a third Perſon, eſpecially Mr. 
y. Ndwallader's, wou'd totally ruin the 5 . 7 
of Mrs. Cad. Ay, what can that be? 
incl Cape. Can't you gueſs? - 7 
me, Mrs. Cad. Not 1; Queſtions and r ma vhap. - 
Cage. Not abſolutely that—ſome little Reſemblancs; 
or I am to requeſt, and you are to command. _ 
Mrs. Cad. Oh daiſy ! that's charming, I never play'd 
that in all my born Days; come, begin then. „ 
e of Cape. Can you love me ? 
the Mrs. Cad. Love you! But is it in Jeſt or Earneſt ? 
nal Cape. That is as you pleaſe to determine. 
not Mrs. Cad. But mayn't I aſk you EE too is 
5 Cape, Doubtleſe. | 
Mrs. Cad. Why then, bs you lover me 13 
Cape. With all my Soul. 
nnen Mrs. Cad. Upon your Sayſo. 
Cape. Upon my Sayfo. 


Cape. Hold a Minute, 1 a a Game to propoſe, be 


HS Mrs. Cad. rg glad on't, with all my . ros 1 


the rareſt Paſtime! 

Cape. But you have not anſwer d my neftioa.. 3 
Mrs. Cad. Ty that's true. wp 1 _— there's "Vt 
0 Love loft. . 
Cape, So ; our Game will foon be over ; I thall be 
at a Deal. I wiſh I mayn't be engagh to play 
eeper here than I intended tho”. 1 Ade. 
Mrs. Cad. Well, now tis your Turn . 
Cape. True; aye; but Zooks you are too haſty 3. | 
e Pleaſure of this Play, like Hunting, does not conſiſt 
umediately chopping the Prey. | 
Mrs, Cad. No! How then 25 
Cape, Why firſt I am to Cam then run you a. 


d Doubles you make to eſcape me. 

You fly o'er Hedge and Stiles. 3338 

T purſue for many a Mie, 
ou grow tir d at laſt, and gar, | 


le in View, then loſe you, then unravel all the * he 


s. Then 1 carc þ yoo, and al th: „ 


5 Siſter. 
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Mrs. Cad. Dear me, there's a deal on't! 1 mall never 

b be able to hold out long; I had rather be taken! in n View, 
© Cape. I believe you. 

Mrs. Cad. Well, come, begin und fart me, that 
| may come the ſooner to-quatting—Huſh ! here's Siſler; 
what the Deuce brought her? Bell will be for learn: ing 

this Game too, but don t you teach Hor for your Lite, 
- Poet. 3 | 

| | Hel AAA „ 
30 Vour Mantua maker, with. your new Sack 


„ Col Is that all? She. mig ght have Nay'd, 
think. 

1 E What ? Mou were ha —— But dont 
be angry, I am Rey [ interrupted you. 

Ms. Cad. Hey! Now will I be hang'd if ſhe ben 
Jealous of Mr. Poet ; but Pl liſten, and ſee the End 
on t, I'm reſol vet. | [Aide and Exit 
| "ado Are you concern'd at the lnterroption too? 
Cape. It was a very ſeaſonable one, I promiſe you 


Yo 
4 


E - - kad you ſtay'd a little longer, 1don't know Rue migh ira 
REY 


Cape. Were I inclined to flatter tel, this lit 
is Paſſion wou'd be na bad Preſage. 


| have been the. Conſequence. + 

Arab. No Danger to your Pane 1 hope. 
Cape. Some little Attacks upon it. 
Arab. Which were as feebly refiſted. „ 
Cape. Why, conſider, My dear Bell; tho your Sift hay 
h is a Fool, ſhe is a fine Woman, and Fleſh ; is frail. 1 
Arab. Dear Bel!“ And Fleſh is frail! We are groy 0 
1 flrangely familiar, I think: upo 
Cafe. Heydey ! In what Comes its the Wind now eu 
Arab. Where it may pollialy blow irony. enough! 
5 overe your Hopes. f 5 
5 ; Cape. That a Breeze of your Breath can da. 
ub. Aﬀeced ! - Jos 
Cape. You are obliging, Madam; 1 pray „ Bet. 
: the Meaning of all this? 1 

Arab. Aſk your own guilty 8 


the 


Arab. Vou may prove a falſe Prophet. 5 
Cape. Let mee die, if I know what to—But 1 Joſe 
CY 0 little common. $2 4 dhe kart of my Condub 


X Site 


grov 


now ! 
0 gh ( 


us al 


Jeſce! 
nd ucl 
ay 


TR AUTHOR .. at 
Arab. Look'e, Mr. Cape, all Explanations are un- 
neceſſary : I have been lucky enough to diſcover your 
Diſpoſition before it is too late; and ſo you know there's 
no Occahon—but however, I'll not be any Impediment 
to you; my Siſter will be back immediately; I ſuppoſe _ 
my Preſence will only—Bat CO, Sire 1 have a 
other's Honour - SE 
Cape. Which is as ſafe from me, as if it was lock d | 
up in your Brother's Cloſet : But ſurely, Madam, you 
are a little capricious, here ; have 1 done any Lg: 
but obey your Directions? FEAT. 
Arab. That was founded won a Suppoſion that— 1 
but no matter. 
Cape. That what? . | 1 EDS 
Arab. Why, I was weak ck 2 to believe, what 
you was wicked enough to proteſt—— | 


Cape. That I loved you ; and Wart Reaſon have * 
given you to doubt it? | 


Arab. A pretty situation 1 found you in at my En- | 
trance, 


Cape. An aſſumed Warmth, for the better concealing o 


the Fraud. 5 
Mrs. Cad. What's that? | Ale. li ifening. 1 
Cape. Surely if you doubted my Conftaney, ” muſt 3 

have a better Opinion of my e 
Mrs. Cad. Mighty well. 


Cape. What an Ideot, a Driveler l no Confideration: 


upon Earth, but my paving the Way to the Poſſeſſion of | 


you, could have prevail 905 me to ſupport her Folly | 
+ Minate. 
"Fate Mrs. abr 47 1 
Mrs. Cad. Soh! Mr. Poet, you are a pretty Gentle- 1 
min, indeed ; ecod, I'm glad I have caught you. lim 
bot fuch a Fool as you think for, Man; but here will 
be erp ky preſently, be ſhall hear of your Tricks, he. 
W a his Nea. . 
Cape. There's no parrying this ; ; | had not I better 
decamp ? | 9 
Arab. And ay me to the Mercy of the Enemy 11 
My Brother's Temper is ſo odd, there's no knowing in 
or * he'll tee this. | 1 TH 
6. 


I 


I let him know what a pretty berſon he has got - 


* "3s TT AWTHD KR" 
= Mrs. Cad. Oh, he's below, I hear bim. Now we 
i fhall hear what he'll ſay to you, Madam. 
Haan CADWALLADER, GovERNOR, Sy RIQUTLY and 

11 Nenn £328) 
Cad. No, pray walk in, Mr. Far between 


_ Polite, pretty, well bred Gentleman—l.ut damn his Soup, 

Cor. Why, ir, you eat as if you lik'd it. 
Cad. Lik it ! hey, egad, I would not eat another 

- Meſs to be his Maſter's Prime Miniſter ; as bitter as 


are both as dead as a Herring. 
Cape. Your Dinner diſpleas'd you! r ; 
Cad. Diſpleas d! hey! Look'e, Mr. Serie bel. I'm 


you ſhall never perſuade me to be a Hobb/inawishy again, 
if the great Cham of the Calmucks were to come over 
himſelf. Hey! and what a damn'd Language he has 
Gow, I was long tcſident in the Country. 


= N the Noſe ſo well as he. Hey! well, Bech, 
what, and how have you entertain'd Mr. Cape? 


vou have been done: 
Cape. So, now comes on the Storm. 


8 think. gp 
ee. The Devil! hold. 5 
Mrs, Ce. Why here he Ko s beew waking Lov 

il F ö me like bewitch d. | 1 
„ ne, 8 way 67 


now who can tell, but this Aternoon he may take W 
| for Queen Dido 2 


ll to double, and quat, and there he was to catch me, and 
. n OY : | SES | Cad. 


you and I, I like his Royal Highneſs mightily ; he's a 


ll Gall, and as black as my Hat; and there have I been 
= ſuting theſe two Hours with my Legs under 1 me dil they 


© mightily obliged to you for the Honour; but hold, hold, 


3 Whee, bow, haw |! but you ſpeak it very fluently. | 


Cad. May be ſo, but he ſeems. to ſpeak it better 2 
you have a foreign Kind of an Accent, you don't ſound 


Mrs. Cad. Oh! here have been . ſince 


e held; what has been che Matter? 
Mrs. Cad. Matter | "oy the Devil 1 is in the. Poet, 1 


. Mrs. Cad. Why ſome on 1 5 out of his es, Ithi “. 
Cad. Hey ! hold, hold, egad I believe he's a a little 
- mad; this Morning he took me for King Turnus, you; 


Mrs. Cad. And . he told r me Patt to run, . 
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Cad Hold, hold, catch you? Mr. Cope, I take it 


very unlcindly ; it was, d ye fee, à very unfriendly 
| Thing to make Love to ey 1 in Wy; Abſence. 
Cape. But, dir. | 1. 
N Ard it was the more ungenerous, Mr Cape, to 
e this Advantage, as you know ſhe is but a fooliſh 
Woman. 5 | 
Mrs. Cad. Ay, me; who am but a fooliſh Woman. 
Cape But hear me _ 
Cad. A poor ignorant, iterate, poor Becky! ! And for =_ 
a Man of your Parts to mien SY 
_ Cape. There's no | 
Cad. Hold, hold, od} it is juſt as if the Gr 050 . nmr, = 
at the Head of his Janifaries, was to kick a Chimney 1 
ſweeper. 
Mrs. Cad. Hey! what's that you a fay, Dich what, 
be 1 like, a Chimney- ſweeper ? 
1 Hey! hold, hold, Zounds! no, Beck ; hey! 
That's only by Way of Simile, to let him ſee I 
1 IT your Tropes, and FIRED, as well as bim- : 
ſelf, egad ! and therefore | 
Cori. Nay, but Mr. Cadwallader— | 
Cad. Don't mention it, Mr. Corte b ; he is As firſt. 
Poet Jever had in my Houſe, 2 the Belman for a: 
Chriſtmas-box. | 
Fri. Good Sir. 5 
Cad. And hold, hold; 1 am refolved. B tall be the 
laſt . 5 ; 
Spri. 1 have but one e Way t to feats him. 
Cad. And let me tell you ——. 5 
Spri. Nay, Sir, if I muſt tell him; be owes TY 4 
ception here to my Recommendation 3 any Abuſe of 
your Goodneſs, any Breach of Troops cality here, ae is 
| anſs/erable to me for... 
Cad Rey! hold, hold, fo he 15, WOO at him; 
N it him home: | My | 5 


| Un tatefu! Mor ates! 1 18 this Jo: Netarn 

; tor (4%: open, generc vs Treatment: _ 
g Mrs. Cad. As good fry'd Cow-heel, with a roaſt =_ 
2 Fowl and Sauſages, as ever came to a Table. „ {it 
d Cad. Huſh, Beck, huſh !— : 
; ke And cou d ** ind no other 8 OUS, but Mr. 


_ Cad: 5 


—— Ee 


of the Ladies. 


a ORLUER OE Þ» 
a ; 2 Man, perhaps, r of a on 


| ſuperior to your ou 


Tu Spri. Thus far relates to this Gentleman; but now, 
Sir, what Apology can you make me, who was your | 
Paſſport, your Security? 


. the Meaſles laſt Winter; but Ray till! get out of the 
Room. | 


mind them. 


| 0 jation? 


| wi is. 


moſt intereſted ; pray does this Charge correſpond with 
any other Action of my Life, ſince I have had the 
Honour to know you ?— 


— you ; You were * — to . a ow unn of 


r 


Cad. If I had a Univerſity Education 
| pri. And of a Family as old as the C reation. 
Cad. Older; Beck, fetch the Pedigree. 


Cad. Zounds, none ; fight bim. | | 

Spri. Fight him? 4 

Cad. Ay, do; I'd fight him myſelf, if 1 had not had 
Spri, No, he's ſure of 2 Protection here, the Preſenc 


Cad. Pſhaw, Pox ! they belong to the Family, never 
Spri. Well, Sir, are you dumb ? No Excuſe? No 


Cad. Ay, no Palliation? I 
Mrs. Cad. Ay, no Tribulation ?/ lr. a ; Shame, 0 


Cape. When Ine Leave to 83 : 

Cad. Speak! what the Devil can you ay? 

Cape. Nay, Sir— 

Spri. Let's hear him, Mr. Cadwallader, 1 however, 
Cad. Hold, hold; come, begin then. 

Cape. And firſt to you, Mr. Sprightly, a as you ſeem 


_  Spri. Indeed, I can't ſay that I recolle&, bat ail a3 k 
the Scholiaſts ſays——Nemo repente turpiſſimus. 0 
Cad. Hold, hold, what's that?: "= " 

pri. Why, that is as much as to by, this 3 is 110 Wi. 

- _ 5 = 
Mis. Cad. By Goſh! and 7 ER , 
Cad. Ecod, and ſoit is: Speak alittle more : Latin to hy 
bim; if I had been bred at the Univerſity, ou thou OY i ! 
have it both Sides of your Ears. \ 
Cape. A little Patience, Gentlemen; now, Sir, to ir 


your 
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our Lady's Weakneſs ; might not ſhe take ws rol, 
chat was meant as a meer flat: pr Merruneuy 5 | 
Cad. Hey! hold, hold. * 
Shri. A paltry Excuſe; ; can any Woman be fuck « a 
ool as not to know when a Man has a Dane 1 85 Ber 5 
Perſon ? - 
| Cad. Anſwer that, Mr. Cape, hey ! anſwer that : 
Cape. I can only anſwer for the Innocency of my Gwe ; 
ntentions 3 may not your Lady, apprehenſive of my 


ith a View of deſtroying the Connexion 0 

Fri. Connexion! 0 le 
| Cad. Hey ! hold, hold, Convention; * 5350 

Spri. There 5 ſomething i in that— 


| Cad. Hey! ! 1s theres? Hold, hold, 3 2180 * | > 
'right—You' re right, Mr. Cape ; hold, Becky, my Dear, 


we Devil cou'd you be ſo wicked, hey! Child; 


ttempt to deſtroy the Connexion? 
Mrs. Cad. I don't know what you ſay. 


ad. D'ye hear? You are an Incendiary, but you 
e 1 your Point; the Connexion ſhall be only - 
--9ger: My dear Friend, I beg ten thouſand Par- | 


7 | was tog haſty z but ecod, Becky's to blame. 


The Return of your Favour has ande very, 5 


pther eller - 
here's a good-natur'd Chonkies 1 = 0P 
But if you have the leaſt Doubts remaining, 


| 4 „n. 

e s. Cad. Ay, aſk my Fellow, if I be 2 Thief 
ad. What the Devil is Becky at now 4 5 
Mrs. Cad. She's as bad as he. 


"1 hold. 


0 Hear a Body's Story out. 
Cad. Well, Beck, come let's have it, 


inſt he made Love to me, * wanted me to be a Hare. 


A Hon | a 


coming too great a Favourite, contrive this Charge F 


ed, hold, hold, how could you have the Wr l | 


th mais Lady, your Siſter, 1 believe, will do me the J 1 


| Cad. Bad as he ? Hey! how ; what be Der e 
not make Lore to you too 2? Stop, hey?” hold, 13 


Mrs, Cad. Why no, Fooliſh, but you are always 
; mung on with your Riggmonrowles, and's won't 1 50 
Mrs. Cad. Be quiet then; why, as 1 was tellin you, _ 
Cad. 


— 


| 8 : * 
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de was going on with his le, and ſo in come ou 


= Child, but leave out your 0's; its a low-—hold, hol 


||]. Piſh and jealous. .. 


| 1 out no- upon my goin out, ſhe ſtaid. 


if 1 making Love to me; and then he ſaid as how 


1 
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WET A Hare l hold, ecod;- that was whimbcal ; 
Hare! hey] oh ecod, that might be becauſe he choug 
you a little hair-brain d already: Becky, a damn'd pou 
199 e Well, Beck, g0 on, let's have it out. 

Mrs. Cad. No, I won't tell you no more, ſo I won't 
Cad. Nay, pr'ythee, Beck. 
Mrs. Cad. old your Tongue hs : And o they 


| Bell; and fo— 
. Cad. Hold, hold, Beeky ; damn your So's ; ; g0 on 


| vulgar—but goon. 

Mrs, Cad. Why how can I go on, when you flop mt 
every Minute? Well, and then our Bell came in ar 
| Interrupted him, and n ſhe en r fru 
Cad. Wells?̃; 

Mrs. Cad. And ſo I went out and liſten d. 
Cad. So, what you ſtaid and liſten'd? 8 
Mrs. Cad. No; I tell you upon my laying, he Wei 


Cad. This is a damn'd blind Story, but go on, Bed 
Mrs. Cad. And then at firſt ſhe ſcolded him round 


adviſed him to it; and then ſhe ſaid no; and then | 


Cad. Hold, hold; we ſhall never alt all thi 
He's and. She's ; this may all be very true, Beck, bu, 
hold, hold; as I hope to be ſaved, thou art * worl 
Teller of a Story— 
Mrs. Cad. Well, I have but a Word n more; 3 ; and * 
be ſaid as how I was a great Fo. 
Cad. Not much miſtaken in that. 0 [4 i 
Mrs. Cad. And that he wou'd not 6 ſtay d 
5 85 a Minute, but to pave "ae Wer to he's Poſſ: {bon 0 


3 Well, Beek, well? 

Mrs. Cad. And el all. | 
Cad. Make Love: to Her, in Drler tc 2 

1 of You? 

Mrs. Cad. Loet to o Me, i in, (Order to get She. 
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Cat. Hey ! Oh, now I begin to mi, Hey! 14 
A hat's this true, Bell? Hey! Hold, hold, hole; R i | 
; $cod, I begin to ſmoke, 25700 Mr. Cape ij 25 i 
Cue How ſhall I act? | | 
Nob. Own it, Sir, I have a Reaſon. ee Þ 
| Cad, Well, what ſay you, My. Cape ? Let's have i it... 
? Vithout Equivocation ; or, hold, omg SOM} ON. WO 
| Neſerration. Guilty. or not? 1 


Cad. ot what } Hold, | hold, of making Love to. - 
Tus — 
Cate. Guilty. | | 
Cad. Hey! "Py Hold, Zounds 1 No, what not 
ith an Intention to marry ber? 8 
| Cape. With the Lady” $ { Approbation, and your kind | 
Conſent. + 
Cad, Hold, hold, what my Conſent to marry You ? . 
Cape. Ay, Sir. 7 
Cad. Hola, hold, hold, what! our Bell ? To mix 
ſhe Blood of the Cadalladers with the Paddle of a 
cet? 5 
Cape. sir? p TORE 

2 © het petty, , paltry, ragged, thiming— S 

| Si, But Mr.— | 
Cad. A ſcribling, hold, hold, hold—Garetteer ? SP 
hat has no more Cloaths than Backs, no more Heads "= 
han Hats, and no Shoes to his Feet. bo 
ri. Nay, but - | 1 
Cad. The Offspring of a Dunbin ! Dorn! in a « Cel. 

u, hold, hold, and Hving in a k Garnet 3 z a a F 9 


broom. | 
(ape. Sir, my Family— 1 . 
Cad. Your Family! Hold, hold, hold, e fetch 5 
e Pedigree; I'll ſhew you—Your F amily ! a little ob- i 
E bold, I don t believe you ever had a Grand- — 
1 5 


"Foo kde wb the Padre i 
ere it is; there; Peter, help me to ſtretch it out : „ 
deres ſeven Yards more of Lineals, beſides three o ß 
2 that I expect next * from the n 8 HY 

; d'ye ſee, Mr. Sprightly 1 5 | 
i W . 


Bet 45-0 
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Cad. Nay, but look'e, there's Welch Princes, and 
Ambaſſadors, and Kings of Scotland, and Member; ; 
Parliament : Hold, hold, ecod, I do no more mind if 


Dai ora Lord in my Pedigree, hold, hold, than E e 
Lban would a Serjeant in the Train -d Bande. 0 

.-. Spri. An amazing Daſcens |: T1468 & 
Cad. Hey, is it not? And for this * louſy Sen E. 

711 


lb 12 to talk of mier, hold, get i 

15 of my Houſe. 5 

Noob. No is Rome: Time, N 

Cad. Mr. Sprightly, turn him out. 

So. Stop, Sir, 1 have a Secret to diſcloſe, that T7 
make you alter your Intentions. Fe 

Cad. Hold, hold: How, Mr. Fan 7 mY 

ov. Vou are now to regard that young Man in a ve 

1 4 Light, and conſider him 1 Son. 

Cape. Your Son; Sir? | 

_ Gov. In a Moment, George, the Myſteries mall i 

nc, 

Cad. ov Son 2 Hold, hold ; ; and what 2 

_ Gov. Then ! Why then he is no longer the Scribe con 


| the Muſhroom you have den, but of Birth E ow! 


{|| foreign Counts! 


1 * Pony: 


Fortune equal to your own.  -/ ( 
Cad. What! the Son of an Interpreter qual to Me tud 
A Fellow that trudges about, eb. of: Language ( We 


Gow. A Teacher of Languages ! e 
Cad. Stay; ecod, a Runner to Monſieurs and W 


< 

. You are Ss: Sir. re old 

5 G A Jack- pudding! that takes Fillips on the Noll dan 
13 Six-pence a Piece! Hold, hold, ecod, To 1 alk 
Eighteen-pennywotth, and Change for Half a Crown, tho! 
ov. Stop, when you are well. > 


Cad. A Spunger at other Men's Tables! that bao 


[|  Jallop put into his Beer, and his Face black d at Chili 

mas or Te Diverſion of Children! G 
ov. I can hold no longer. death, Sir 3: who is 0 
5 you dare treat in this Manner? C 


* n Zounds, Mr. bb, lay hold of him. < 
| %* 38s yi | 


r ng 
8 2 e 


Thee AUTHOR 29 


Sor. Calm your Choler. Indeed, Mr. Cadval/lader, 
oching cou'd excuſe your Behaviour to this en 
but your miſtaking his Perſon. 


Cad. Hold, hold. Is not he Iaterpreter tome 
8 ri. No. | 


ad. Why did not you tel 17 A 

deri. That was a Miſtake. This OR is oY =_ 
Prince's Friend; and, by a long Reſidence in the Mo- 
Enarch's Country, is perfect Maſer of the Language. | F 

Cad. But who the Devil is he then? _ 

Seri. He is Mr. Cape, Sir; a Man of unblemiſh'd 
Honour, capital Fortune, and late Governor to one of 
our moſt conſiderable Settlements. _ 
Cad. Governor! Hold, hold, and how come you ; 
Father to—hey - | 

Gov. By. marrying his Mother. . 

Cape. But how am I to regard this? | 

Gov. As a folema Truth ; that foreign Friend, to 
whom you owe your Education, was no other than my- 
ſelf; I had my Reaſons, perhaps capricious ones, or 
concealing this; but now they ceaſe, and lam proud to. 1 
own my Son. KY 


Cape. Sir; it is not for me Liane] but if” Grati- 5 
tude, Duty filial-— .,.- 
Gov. Riſe, my Boy; 13 ventured fir. to fix thy 5 lj. 
Fortune, George ; but to find thee worthy of it, more ; 
than o'erpays my Toil ; the reſt of my Story ſhall be ft 
reſerved till we are alone. _ 
Cad. Hey! Hold, hold, hold ; ecod, a good ſenſible - 
old Fellow this ; but, hark'e, Sprig heh, J have made a 
damn'd Blunder here: Hold, hold, Mr. Governor, I 119 
alk ten thouſand Pardons ; but who the Devil cou'd have in 
thought that the Interpreter to Prince Potoacouſhyn - 
Gov, Oh, Sir, you have in your Power ſufficient Means 
to atone. for the Injuries done us both. 1 8 | 
_ Hold, ln? © 1 mY i! | 
. By beſtowin your Siſter, with, Tine myſelf = 
no ok. 5 Inclinations, here. 5 | 
Cad. What, marry Bell? Hey! Hold, hold; Zounds, f 
Bell, take * do; . be is a good likely—hey | 
Will yu © 


— 


a OR Re POTI—"*ne 


5 digres ; we 


Monkey, and a 
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Aab. 1 ſhan't diſobey you, Me - 
Cad. Shan't you? That's right. Who the Devil knom 
bas he may come to be a Governor himſelf ; bez ! Hold, 


bold; come here then, give me your Hands both; 
[Joins their Hands.) There, there, the Bufineſs i is done 
| And now, Brother Governor— 


Co. And now, Brother Catlwallater! — 

© Cat. Hex, Beck ! Here's ſomething new for my Pe 
Il pop in the Governor to-morrow. 

rs. Cad. Hark'e, Mr. Governor, can you give me: 


black Bo oy and a Ar 8 


Cad. Hey! 1 0 ay, you ſhall have a black Boy, and! 
arrot too, Beck. 


Spri. "Pele George, I am a little late in my Congrats 


lations ; but 


Gov. Which if he is in \ acknowledging your difinte- 


reſted Friendſhip, I ſhall be ſorry T ever own'd him. 
Now, Robin, my Cares are over, and my Wiſhes full; 
and if George remains as untainted by Affluence, as he hea 
deen untempted by Diftreſs, I have given the Poor : 
7 Protector, bis ane an 9 aud the World a 


F n 


(Een One, 


” > (0s E PILOGU E 


— 


EPILOGUE. 
Warrras by « Lavy. 
| And Spoken by Mrs. 8 LIV E. 


| 


lo Dublin by Mi GR. ure! 


TELL—thank my Sri, that 3 dons! my Taſk, | 
And now throw off this awkward, ideot * 
aus ſuppoſe this Circle fo refin d. 
10 ſeek thoſe Pleaſures that improve the Mind, 
Lad ron tuch Vulgariſms fee! Delight; "ES 
Or laugh at C ters, ſo unpolite? 
Nho come to! 1645 e to ſee, and to be 8 45 
Not io hear Things that ſhock, or give the Spleen; ; 
bo ſhun an Nen, when they hear 'tis thin. | 


Lord] do you 1 7 fore Lady B. 7. 2 ale 75 
* That Jacky Dapple got / great a Cold 1 5 
Laff Tueſday Night—T here wa'n't a S there 5 
Net a male Thing to hand one to one's Chair. TY 
Divine Mingotti ! what a Sawell has = 

ch a Suftinuto upon BY | 
Aa am when Joe's W in Voi oice He ll * to 0 | 


Lord 1” fs my Lady Fax 4 . fas 5a ile 15 
60 where Joe will, 4 4 never - be another.” . 


Her Bibi, half choak d with 1 don Air, 
And (Ng | to Te own to ſee the . and —ſtare. 


« Fine | 


BANS a Peony — V — — . ———— 
a N 4 1 in 9 4 a * 4 * e 1 . 4a < \ 4 . 


=” EPILOGUE 


ce ine Shading Ara fure it's more like fereamin 
« She ne, I wow, they re all a Pack of Worn = 
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